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cut out paragraphs with my name for Willy's future
study, all slurs you will hide away, and gradually con-
ceive yourself that I am a soldier as famous as General
Greene. I still feel the horrid nature of this war, and
the piles of dead and wounded and maimed makes me
more anxious than ever for some hope of an end, but
I know such a thing cannot be for a long, long time.
Indeed I never expect it, or to survive it. . . ."

"CAMP SHILOH, TENN., April 24, 1862.

"I have written several letters of late to you, to Willy
and your mother. Tell Theresa* I thank her for hers,
but writing is painful to my hand and she must excuse
me for a few days. At first the wound gave me no pain,
but I rode^so much that when it began to inflame it got
very sore, and affected my fingers, and they are quite
stiff. I had to resort to poultice, but now simple band-
age, and in a few days it will be well again. In the small
pain I have suffered I can feel for the thousands of poor
fellows, with all sorts of terrible wounds such as I have
been compelled to witness; but my time has been so
absorbed by the care of the living that I could pay little
attention to the dead and wounded, but they have been
well cared for. The only difficulty is that hundreds
and thousands tired of the war, and satisfied with what
they have seen, have taken advantage of slight wounds
and gone home. As usual the noisy clamorous ones,
"spiling", for a fight have gone home to tell of their
terrible deeds and left others to bear the battles still to
be fought. How few know the dangers attending this

1 Mrs. Sherman's sister.i you wilt
